Poems, 

Can yet theleafe of my true !ove conttoule 
Suppofdc as forfeit to a confin’d doome. 

The mortal! Moone hath hereclipfe indur’d 
And the fad Augurs mocke their owne prerage. 
Incertainties now crowne tbcmfelves affur ’d. 

And peace proclaimes Olives of end Ic fife age. 

Now with the dreppes of this mo ft balmie time* 
My iove lookes frefn, and death to me fubfcribqs. 
Since fpight of him He live in this poore rime. 
While he jnfalrs ore dull and fpeechlefle tribes. 

And thou in this fhalt finde thy monuracnr, 

When tyrants crefts and tombs of brafte are fpent. 
What’s m the braincthat inkemay chara&er. 
Which hath not figur’d lothee my true fpirit, 

What’s new to fpeake, what now to regifter. 

That may expreffe mv love, or thy dcare merit ? 
Nothing fwe<t*love,bu: yet like prayers divine, 

I mull each dav fay ore the very fame, 

Counting no old thing old, thou mine, I tbine. 
Even as when firft I hallowed thv faire name. 

So that eternall love in loves frclh cafe, 

Wcighcs not the duft and inj uries of age, 

Nor gives to ncceftary wrinkles place* 

But makes antiquitie for aye his page ? 

Fnding the firft conceit of love there bred. 

Where time and outward forme would (hew it dead. 


VtrjurU. 

J Qve is too young to know what confdence is, 
-Yet who knowes not confcience is borne of love, 


Po'ems I 

Then gentle cheater urge not my amiffe, 

Leaft guilty of my faults thy fwcec felfe prove. 

For cliou betraying me, I doe betray 
My nobler pan to my grofle bodies treafon, 

Myfoulc dot!) tell my body that he may. 

Triumph in love, fleidi ftaies no farther reafon, 

But riling at thy name doth point out thee, 

As his triumphant prize, proud of this pride, 

He is contented thy poore drudge to be 
To (land in thy affaires, fall by thy fide. 

No want of confidence hold it that I call, 

Her love, for whofe deare love I rife and falh 
Jn loving thee thou know’ft I am forfworne. 

But theu art twice forfwoi nc to me, love fwcarina, 

In a# thy bed-vow brooke and new faith torne. 

In vowing new hate after new love beating ; 

But why of twooathes breach doe f accufe thee 
When l breake twenty : I am perjur’d moft, 

For all my vowes are oathes but to mifufc thee : 

And all my honeft faith in thee is loft. 

Fori have fworne deepe oathes cf tkrdcepe kindenefle ; 
Oathes of thy love, thy truth, thy cooftancie* 

And to enlighten thf£ gave eyes to bJmdricffe, 

Or made them fwe-rc againft the thing they fee. 

For I have fworne thee faire: more perjur’d eye, 

To fweare againft the truth fsfoule a lie. 


IheTde tf/CephalusWProcris. 

gFneath Hymetus hill well cloath’d with flowers, 
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